now. Night air's supposed to be bad for me. Usually play
Russian billiards in the evening with that old Frenchman,
Duclos. As far as I can make out he's got a fruit-canning
factory in Nantes. But my French is not too good. He
may be only the manager. Nice old boy., but he's always
giving himself a few extra points when he thinks you
aren't looking. Get's on your nerves after a bit.9

It must do.5

'Well, me for bed. Those young Americans have got
the table this evening. Pretty girl, and a nice lad. But he
talks too much. Do some of these young fellows good to be
under my old colonel. Speak when you're spoken to was
the rule for junior officers. Well, good night to yon.'

'Good night.'

He went. When he reached the top of the steps he
began to cough. It was an ugly sound. As his footsteps
died away up the path he was still gasping and choking.
I had heard a cough like that once before. The owner of
it had been gassed at Verdun.

For a long time there was silence. I smoked several
cigarettes. Investigate Koche! Well, Beghin certainly had
something to investigate.

The moon had risen and I could see the outlines of the
clumps of bamboo canes below. A little to the right of
them there was a patch of beach. As I watched, the
shadows moved and I heard a woman's laugh. It was a
soft, agreeable sound, half amused, half tender. A couple
came up into the patch of light. I saw the man stop and
pull the woman towards him. Then he took her head in
his hands and kissed her eyes and mouth. It was the un-
shaven Frenchman and his blonde.

For a while I watched them. They were talking. Then
they sat down on the sand and he lit a cigarette for her.
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